FATHERS AND CHILDREN
be^ a lad of spirit; he halted before every
public house, saying, * A drink or not a drink ?'
but, to make up for it, when he had drunk he
did not spare his horses. At last the lofty
roof qf the familiar house came in sight. .
* What am I to do?1 flashed through Arkady's
hestd. * Well, there's no turning back now 1'
The three horses galloped in unison; the
driver whooped and whistled at them. And
now the bridge was groaning under the hoofs
and wheels, and now the avenue of lopped
pines seemed running to meet them. . . . There
was a glimpse of a woman's pink dress against
the dark green, a young face peeped out from
under the light fringe of a parasol. . . . He
recognised Katya, and she recognised him.
Arkady told the driver to stop the gallopping
horses, leaped out of the carriage, and went up
to .her. 'It's you!* she cried, gradually flush-
ing all over; 'let us go to my sister, she's
here in the garden; she will be pleased to see
you.1
Katya led Arkady into the garden. His
meeting with her struck him as a particularly
happy omen; he was delighted to see her, as
though she were of his own kindred. Every-
thing had happened so splendidly; no steward,
no formal announcement At a turn in the
b he caught sight of Anna Sergyevna, She